


The Tragedie of Titus oAndronicus. 


I 


Then be my paffions bottomleffe with them* 

Mar. But yet let reafon gouernethy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for thcfe miferies. 

Then into limits could I binde my woes : 

When hcauen doth wecpc, doth not the earth oreflow ? 
If the windcs rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with hi* big-fwolneface? 

And wilt thou haue a reafon for this code i 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow: 

Shce is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muft my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then muft my earth with her continuall teares. 

Become a deluge: ouerfiow’d and drown’d : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woe?. 

But like a drunkard muft I vomit them; 

Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue. 

To cafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

j Enter a meffenger with two heads and a hand. 

Mejf. Worthy Andronictts , ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou lent ft the Emperour: 

Hcere are the heads of thy two noble ioones. 

And heercs thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backc: 

Thy gricfcs,their fports: Thy refolution mockt, 

That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit, 

Marc. Now let hot /Etna code in Cicilie, 

And be my heart an euer-’burning hell: 

Th?femifenes are more then may be borne. 

To wcepc with them that weepe, doth eafe fome deale, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Lutfi.K h th-at this fight fhould make fo deep a wound, 
And yet detefted life not fhrinke thereat: 

That eucr death fhould let life beare his name. 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

"Mar. Alas poore hart that k'fle is comfortlefie. 

As frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Titus. When will this fearefull (lumber haue an end i 
Mar. Nowfarwcll flatteric,di z Andronicusy 
Thou doft not (lumber, fee thy two fons heads. 

Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here : 

Thy other banifhc fonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleffc,and thy brother I, 

Eucti like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes. 

Rent off thy filuer haire, thy ocher hatid 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofing vp of our mod wretched eyes; 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill? 

Titus. Ha,ha,ha, 

Mar. Why doft thou laugh ? it fits not with this houre, 
Ti. Why I haue not another teare to (lied : 

Befides, this forrow is an enemy. 

And would vlurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blindc with tributarie teares. 

Then which way (hall 1 finde Reuenges Caue ? 

For rhefc two heads doe feeme to fpcake to me. 

And threat me, I fhall neuer come to blifTc, 

Till all chefe mifehiefes be returned-againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them. 

Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe. 

You hcauie people, circle me about. 

That I may turneme to each one of you, 

And fweare rnco my foule to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 


And in this hand the other wiHlbear^T~ 

And Latsinia thou (halt be employd in'thefc 
Beare thou my hand fwcct wench betweene t F gS: 
Asfor thee boy, goe get thee from my fieh t ytecttl : 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay ’ 

Hie to the Gothes , and raife an army there* 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe * 

Let’s kiffe and part, for we haue much to doe 


Manet Lucius, 


£ X'h>, 


<ucl% 


Laci. Farewell Andronictu my noble Fathe 
The woful'ft man that euerliu’d in Rome; 1 
Farewell proud Rome, til Lucius come againe 

Hcloues his pledges dearer then his life; * 

Farewell Lauinia my noble fifter, 

O would thou were as thou to fore haft been? 

But now, nor Lucius nor Lauinta liues * 

But in obliuion and hateful griefes j 
If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongj 
And make proud Saturnine And hisEmpreffe 
Beg at the gates likes Tarquin and his <W nCa 
Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power ’ 

To bercucng’d on Rpme and Saturnine, ' Exit L 

A Bnalet: 

Enter A ndronicus, Marcus, Lauinia , and the Eg, 

$°,fo, nov/fit andlookeyoucatenae 
Then will preferue luft fo much ftrength in vs 
As will reuenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus vnknit that forrow-wreathen knot: 
ThyNeeceand I( poore Creatures)want our hands 
And cannot paflionacc our tenfold griefe, 

With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine 
Is left to tirranize vppon my breaft. 

Who when my hart all mad with mifery. 

Beats in this hollow priion ofmy fiefh, 

Then thus 1 thumpe it downe. 

Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in fignes, 
When thy poore hart beates without ragious beating, 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it ftill ? 

Wound it with fighing girle, kil it with grones: 

Or get fome little knife betweene thy teeth, 

And iuft againft thy hart make thou a hole, 

That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and foaking in, 

Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea fait teares. 

Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her tender life. 

An. How now J Ha* forrow made thee doate already? 
Why Marcus, no man fhould be mad but I: 

What violent hands can fhe lay on ber life: 

Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name ofhands, 

To bid iAdneas tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable* 

O handle not the thcamc, to talke ofhands, 

Leaft we remember ftill that we haue none, 

Fie, fie, how Franciquely I fquare my talke 
As if we fhould forger we had no hands: 

If Marcus did not name the word ofhands. 

Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eare this, 

Hcere is no drinke ? Harke Marcus what (he faies, 

I can interpret all her martir’d fignes. 

She laies, fhe drinkes no other drinke but teares 
Brcu’d with her forrow: mefh’d vppori bet cheekcs, 


I 
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c nee chIefTc com P laynet,I will learne thy thought: 

hv dumb aaion, will I be as perfeft 
a. begging Hermits in their holy prayers. 

£ o i laalt not fighe nor hold thy flumps to heauen, 

, \vinke,nor nod,nor knccle.nor make a figne. 

Rut Ifofchefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 

4 d bv ftill p»£^ice,learne to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandfirc leauethefebitterdeepe laments, 
Make my Aunt merry,with fome pleafing tale. 

(Jllar. Ala*,the tender boy in paffion mou d, 

Doth vveepe to fee his grandfires lieauineflc. 

An. Peace tender Sapling, thou art made of teares, 

* n d ccares will quickly melt thy life away. 

Marcus ftrikes the di/hwith a knife. 

What doeft thou ftrike at Marcus with knife. 

Mar. At that that I haue kil’d my Lord,a Flys 
An. Out on the murdcrour: thou kil’ft my hart, 

Mine eyes cloi’d with view of Tirranie: 

/^deed of death done on the Innocent 
Becoms not Titus broher: get thee gone, 
jfee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas(my Lord) I haue but kild a flie. 

An. But? How : if that Flie had a father and mother ? 
flow would he hang his {lender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, 
poore harmelefle Fly, 

That with his pretty buzing melody, 

Came heere to make vs merry, 

Andthou haft kil’d him. 

CWar. Pardon me fir, 

I* was a blacke illfauour’d Fly, 

Like to the Emprcfle Moore,therefore I kild him. 

An. 0,o,o, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 

For thou haft done a Charitable deed : 

Giue me thy knife,I will infulc on him, 

Battering my felfes,as if it were the Moore, 

Conic hither purpofely to poyfon me. 

There’s for thy felfe.and chats for Tamira : Ah firra. 

Yet I thinke wc arc not brought fo low. 

But that betweene vs,we can kill a Fly, 

That comes in likeneffe of a Co!e-blacke Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man,griefe ha's fo wrought on him. 
He takes falfe fhadowes,for true fubftanccs. 

An. Come,take away: Lauinia ,goe with mr> 
lie to thy cloflet,and goe read with thee 
Sad ftorics,chanced in the times of old. 

Come boy,and goe with me,thy fight is young. 

And thou flialt read,when mine begin to dazell. Exeunt 



Enteryoung Lucius and Lauiniarunning after him,and 
the Toy flics from her with his bookes vnd'er his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

’Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,my Aunt Lauinia, 
Followcs me euery where I know not why. 

Good Vnclc Marcus fee how fwife flie comes, 

Alasfwcet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lucius, doe not feare thy Aunt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme 

Boy. I when my father was in Rome fhe did. 


Mar.Vfh&t meane’s my Neece Lauinia by thefe fignes 
Tt. Feare not £»cwr,fomewhat doth (he meane: 

See Lucius fee,how much fhe makes of thee t 
Some whether would fhe haue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cernetia neuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes,then flie hath read to thee. 

Sweet Poetry,and Tullics Oratour: 

Canft thou not gefle wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can I gefle, 

Vnlefle fome fit or frenzie do poflefle her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extrcmitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue read that Hecuba of^Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow,that made me to feare. 
Although my Lord,I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as dcare as ere my mother did. 

And would not but in fury fright my youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie 
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me lweet Aunt, 

And Madam.ifmy Vnclc Marcus goe, 

I will mod willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Mar. Lucius I will. 

Ti. How now Lauinia,ASarcpts what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that fhe defircs to fee, 

Which is it girle of thefe ? Open them boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild, 

Come and take choyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow,tili the heauens 
Reueale the damn’d conttiuer of this deed. 

What booke ? 

Why lifts fhe vp her armes in fequcnce thus ? 

Mar. I thinke flie meanes that ther was more then one 
Confederate in the fa<ft,I more there was: 

Or elfe to heauen (he heaues them to reuenge, 

Ti. Lucius what booke is that (hetoffeth fo? 

Boy. Grandfier ’tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

CMar. For loucofher that*s gone, 

Pcrhahs fhe culd it from among the reft. 

Ti. Soft,fo bufily fhe turnes the leaues, 

Helpe her,what would (lie finde ? Lauinia fhall I read ? 
This is the tragicke tale of Philomel} 

And treates oiTeretss treafon and his rape, 

And rape I feare was roote of thine annoy. 

Mar , See brother fee,note how (he quotes the leaues 
Ti. Lauinia,west thou thus furpriz'd fweet girle, 
Rauiftic and wrong’d as Philomela was ? 

Forc’d in the ruthlefle,vatt,and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee,I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had wcneuei,neuer hunted there^ 

P atern’d by that the Poet hcere deferibes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

tJMar. O why fhould nature build fo foule a den, 

Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies { 

Ti, Giue fignes fweet girle,for heere are none but friends 
WhatRomaine Lord it was durft do the deed? 

Or flunke not Saturnine, as Tar quin erfts. 

That left the Campe to finne in Lucrtce bed. 

MarSxt downe fweet Neece,brother fit downe by me, 
Appollo,Pallas,loue, or (JMercury , 

Inlpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lordlooke heere,looke heere Lauinia. 

He writes his Name with his &affe,andgutdes it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot is plaine, guide if thou canft 
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